DON'T BE ALL WET! 


It’s all right for me, since all that wet, 
clinging cloth makes it easier to show 
just what kind of talent goes into 
every issue of ALL MAN—the maga- 
zine for men who know what they 
want, and go out and get it. 
But don’t you be all wet—go out and 
get what you want—and that should 
include a subscription to ALL MAN. 
You can have a whole harem of gor- 
* geous girls right at your fingertips in 
twelve super man-size issues for only 
$10.00—a super saving over the news- 
tand price. 
So like | said, don't be all wet! Get it 
on and get it all with ALL MAN—the 
one magazine that lives up to it’s title! 
SSSR Ere, 
Yes, | want to subscribe to ALL MAN.} 
Here is my (J check C) money order t 
in the amount of 
——.. year subscription to ALL MAN, 
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| NAME 
| ADDRESS 
I CITY ees 
}STATE ZIP___ 


Rates apply only to U.S. and Possessions 


Mail to: ALL MAN, 5711 Lan- 
kershim Blvd., N. Hollywood, 
Calif. 91601 


lam an adult 21 years of age or older. 
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Booze only shortens your life 
if you drink it. 

Keep the faith and the bottle, 
and you may live forever. 


by Jack Ritchie 


THE MAGNUM 


the Treasurer and I’d just finished read- 
ing me report. We had $4,990 in the 
treasury. Our dues are actually almost 
nominal, but still after all those years 
and compounded interest, it reached 
that sum.” 

The bartender brought the drinks. 
Sloan paid him and took a swallow of 
his whiskey and soda. “So what about 
O'Reilly?” 

Weatherlee watched the bartender 
leave. “Oh, yes. Well, just as I finished, 
he rosé suddenly to his feet and began 
slashing at the bottle with his cane and 
shouting, ‘That damn bottle! That damn 
bottle!” And then it seemed as though 
nearly everyone else went mad too. 
They shouted and cursed and smashed 
at the bottle, some even with chairs. I 
really don’t know how it would all have 
ended if the waiters and other hotel 
people hadn’t rushed in and restrained 
them.” 

“But they didn’t break the bottle?” 

“No. It was most remarkable. The 
blows were really resounding, and yet it 
didn’t break. I thought about that all 
year. All this long year.” 

Weatherlee took a deep breath. “I 
arrived here early this morning. I am not 
a drinking man, but on impulse I bought 
a pint of whiskey and took it up to my 
room. I just sat there drinking and 
staring at that bottle. I even forgot all 
about the bus tour. And then I don’t 
know what came over me, but I picked 
up an ashtray—one of those heavy glass 
things that are practically indestructible 
—and struck the bottle. Again and again, 
until finally the ashtray broke.” - 

Weatherlee took the handkerchief 
from his breastcoat pocket. “I was in a 
perfect frenzy. I rushed out of my room 
with the bottle and down the hallway I 
found one of those maintainence closets 
with its door open. There was a hammer 
on one of the shelves. | put the magnum 
of champagrie into the stationary tub in 
the cubicle and struck it again and again 
with the hammer.” . 

“But the bottle still didn’t break?” 

Weatherlee dabbed lightly at his fore- 
head with the handkerchief. “But what 
was most ghastly of all was that all the 
time I was trying to smash that bottle, I 
had the feeling that someone, some- 


where, was laughing at me.” 
He glared at the magnum. “And then 


suddenly, the conviction, the certainty, 
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came to me that neither I, nor anybody 
in the club could destroy that bottle. If 
it were done, it had to be done by 
someone on the outside.” 

Sloan frowned at his drink. “Just 
why do you want to destroy that bottle 
in the first place?” 

Weatherlee sighed. “I don’t know. I 
just know that I do.” 

They were both silent for almost a 
minute and then Sloan said, “This eleva- 
tor operator, What did he look like?” 

“The elevator operator? Rather a 
distinguished sort of a person. I remem- 
ber thinking at the time that he wasn’t 
at all what one would expect of an 
elevator operator, Rather tall. Dark hair, 
dark eyes.” 

One of the doors of the dining room 
across the lobby opened and a waiter 
stepped out. He came into the bar. ‘Mr. 
Weatherlee, we’re serving now.” 


Weatherlee nodded. 
there in a moment.” 

Sloan waited until the waiter was out 
of hearing. “When did you say you 
broke the original bottle?” 

“In 1924.” 

“And nobody’s died since then?” 

““Nobody’s died since 1921. That was 
when Iverson got his acute appendici- 
tis.” 

Sloan stared at the bottle again. “I'd 
like to join your club.” 

Weatherlee blinked. “But that’s im- 
possible.” 

“Why is it impossible?” 

“Well ... for one thing, you didn’t 
belong to our National Guard com- 
pany.” 

“Do your by-laws say anything about 
members having to belong to that parti- 
cular company? Or any company at 
all?” 

“Well, no. But it was assumed .... 

“And you did say that you never did 
fill your membership quota? Only nine- 
ty-eight people signed up? That leaves a 
vacancy of two, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes, but you are so much younger 
than any of the rest of us. It would be 
unfair for us to have to compete with 
you for the bottle.” 

“Look,” Sloan said. “I’m not a rich 
man, but P’il match what’s in the treas- 
ury, dollar for dollar.” 

“That’s very kind of you,” Weathe- 
rlee said a bit stiffly, “but if you should 
outlive all of us, and that seems likely, 
you'd get it all back anyhow.” 


“Yes. Pil be 
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Sloan smiled patiently. “I'll sign an 
affidavit renouncing all claim to what’s 
in the treasury.” 

Weatherlee rubbed his neck. “I don’t 
know. I’m not the final authority on 
anything like this. I’m not even an 
officer this year, unless you want to 
count being Custodian of the Bottle. I 
really don’t know what the procedure 
would be in a case like this. 1 suppose 
we'll have to take a vote or something.” 

He rose and put the magnum under 
his arm. “I suppose there’s no harm in 
asking, but frankly I think they’ll turn 
you down.” ; 

Sloan put his hand on the hammer. 
“Better leave this here with me.” 


Sloan came to Weatherlee’s room at 
nine-thirty the next morning. 

He took an envelope from his pocket 
and handed it to Weatherlee. 

Weatherlee nodded acceptance. “To 
be quite honest, I was a bit surprised 
that the club decided to accept you. 
Not without exception, of course. Cap- 
tain O’Reilly was quite against it.” 

Sloan moved to the bureau and 
picked up the magnum of champagne. 

Weatherlee blinked. “What are you 
doing?” 

“Taking the bottle with me. You 
told me yourself that according to the 
club’s by-laws, the youngest member is 
Custodian of the Bottle.” 

“Yes, but... .” 

Sloan opened the door to the corri- 
dor. He smiled broadly. “We wouldn’t 
want you to go around asking strange 
people to break it, now would we?” 

When Sloan was gone, Weatherlee | 
locked the door. 

He went to the bathroom and began 
removing the make-up from his face. As 
he worked, a half century disappeared. 

Maybe he could have taken Sloan for 
more than five thousand, but you never 
know. Getting too greedy could have 
blown the whole deal. 

He smiled. 

Finding the sucker was the hardest 
part of it. 

But once you did, and learned ap- 
proximately how much he could part 
with without undue pain, you went 
about arranging the set-up. That inclu- 
ded going to the nearest Old Soldiers’ 
Home and offering to treat a dozen of 
their oldest verterans to a dinner. 

And the old boys did so enjoy an 
afternoon out. e 


